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Warning 
This story contains adult themes, coarse language, and sexual violence. 
If affected by these themes, read no further. 
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Textual Note 

Please remember that my story is full of mistakes that will likely annoy the 
reader. Regardless, I offer my work to anyone interested in gender dynamics. The 
Solution (also known as The Final Solution) was written in 2003, where I tried to 
address (from a feminist’ viewpoint) the issues faced by women. I had hoped to 
achieve this by reversing (in an exaggerated manner) patriarchal societies’ power 
dynamics. The genders are swapped in a grammatical sense. For instance, 
gendered pronouns and names of famous people are changed to their opposite. 
My story is poorly written (regardless of the recent edit) and does not meet my 
literary standards in 2024. Although I’m a male homosexual writer, I hope my 


1] define feminist as a world in which both women and men have equal opportunities where both sexes can 
achieve their life’s ambition not at the expense of the other. Put simply feminism is a means of achieving 
equality for both women and men. 


work will stimulate debate regarding women’s autonomy over their reproductive, 
educational, economic, and political fortunes. 


The Solution 


The trees of Newland County were famed for their legendary beauty; 
however, one tree beside a big rapacious river was ominous and was said to be 
haunted by the ghosts of delicate young men who had hung themselves on its 
shrunken branches. Reasons they had committed suicide varied, but the chief 
cause was to escape their domineering mothers who wanted them to marry. 

Men had no legal rights in Newland County. Once they were born, they were 
expected to comply with their mother’s desires. Women in this county had all the 
power, and they used it to crush any signs of Masculinism, and the subjugation of 
men was artfully practised. Most women were misandrists. Yet, they feared 
Masculinism because this radical philosophy grew in the county’s south. Men 
were regarded as nothing more than property — poor families sold their young 
boys into prostitution to cater for the avarice desires of older women. 

One such boy was Marcus Middleton. He had little education; however, his 
father (away from the censorious gaze of female folk) taught him how to read and 
write. The literature he was exposed to was that of radical “Masculinist” authors 
like James Austin, Vern Woolf, and Geoff Greer. Such books were banned in 
Newland, and if men were caught reading them, they could be sentenced to six 
years of hard labour. So, understandably, his father had hidden such banned books 
under the kitchen floorboards. The growing Marcus became sad that he was a boy 
and had been unfortunate to be born a male in a woman-dominated world. His 
mother wanted girls, yet that had been denied to the Middleton family. 

On his way home, he stopped at the ghost tree. I previously mentioned it was 
infamous for suicides. While creeping toward the tree, he heard a twig break. He 
froze in terror behind a large rock. He saw a cloaked figure coming around the 
other side of the tree. He assumed it to be a woman, but as he studied the figure, 
it occurred to him it was a man. Marcus thought he intended to kill himself. The 
man was about ten years older than himself. Yet, to Marcus’ surprise, the man 
nailed a piece of paper to the tree. Once the man had left, Marcus crept out from 
behind the rock. He recognised the symbol. It was the symbol of the love god 
Mars. His father told him that this was the symbol of the brotherhood of man. It 
was a secret sect whose goal was to smash the matriarchal system of Newland 
County. This secret sect would be meeting at the barnyard, and if the 
policewomen were to find out, then the men could be jailed or, worse, murdered. 
He wouldn’t accede to his mother’s desires and that of women. 
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“Boy, where have you been?” asked his mother, who continued with 
vehemence, “Did you milk the cow?” Her eyes lit up, for she saw he hadn’t done 
what was asked of him. She yelled out, “You’re worthless. Do you hear me, boy! 
Boys are stupid and weak. Your father should’ve had a girl. Girls are superior and 
strong.” 

He felt like saying that he hated her and that he wished her dead. His father 
cradled him in his arms, and he vividly remembered giving birth to him. His father 
was beautiful, not ugly like his mother. His mother said he must go without supper 
and be strapped before bed. His mother enjoyed giving him a good strapping. 

Marcus couldn’t sit down for two days, but his loving father placed a pillow 
underneath his chair to ease his pain. Mr. Middleton showed no signs of contempt 
toward Mrs. Middleton whom he feared would strap him if he did. 

One day, Mrs. Middleton went to town and met one of her drinking friends, 
whom she admired for her position in the government. Furthermore, her friend 
knew Mrs. Warren-Worth, a Parliament member. Mrs Middleton and her friend, 
Mrs. Livery, spoke in great detail concerning their matrimonial aspiration for 
their sons. Mrs. Livery thought her son would make an excellent candidate as a 
husband for any of the older M.P’s. She restrained herself, not divulging which 
M.P., she thought would benefit her standing. Mrs. Middleton thought Professor 
Mary McDonald would love a youthful husband, and Mrs. Livery agreed. 
Everything was proceeding as planned — or so they thought. 
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Angela Hitler was chief of police; she was determined to crush the 
brotherhood; she wanted complete extermination of anyone she considered a 
threat. She reasoned that the brotherhood could take hold in Newland like in other 
counties. She was an extremist and hated men, particularly the writer Geoff Greer. 
His book, The Whole Man, caused rioting in the county’s south. If she were to 
arrest Greer, she would have him shot for inciting rioting. It was the writer’s ideas 
that alarmed her. Greer was perceived by large companies, whose board of 
directors were women, as a direct threat to their profits. For instance, Greer 
reasoned that cosmetic companies and toy companies exploited men. As men 
were considered objects for women’s sexual gratification, men wore makeup to 
be attractive. Men had been brainwashed into believing that appearance and 
grooming appealed to the opposite sex. If men didn’t wear makeup, many 
companies would lose millions. These female-controlled companies began by 
brainwashing boys to play with dolls. One toy company, Fattel, had sold billions 
of Billy dolls; these plastic dolls were the idealised man. Many men tried to look 
like Billy; however, that was unobtainable. Ms Hitler fancied herself as a 


politician, and with the backing of these companies, she could well be sworn in 
as the next Prime Minister. 
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Ms Hitler phoned a close friend she had befriended whilst in the army. She 
began by saying, “Hello, Kerry. I need your help. I want you to brainwash a young 
boy, and I want him to infiltrate the brotherhood. They’ll never suspect their own 
kind as a spy. Yes, yes, I know — I’Il have to resort to torture. I’ve been told that 
cattle prod is an effective weapon. Yes, you can send undercover officers to pick 
a boy up.” Never had there been a woman so depraved and evil. “Greer, I got 
you!” she thought to herself. 

The sky darkened. Drunken women could be heard whistling and swearing 
at young males who were on the way to pick up their children. A young boy was 
walking alone, dragged down a dark alley by one of the drunken women. She put 
her hand over his mouth, tore off the boy’s skirt, and then said, “I’m going to fuck 
you!” The boy was paralysed with fear. He didn’t know what he had done to 
deserve being raped. She thrust her cock into him, and as she was ravishing him, 
he thought, what had he done wrong. It seemed to him that he was guilty; was it 
the short skirt he wore? Why couldn’t a man walk down the streets at night 
without being abused by women? After the incident, he felt ashamed and dirty. 
He wanted to wash away what the woman had done to him. Women used their 
cocks as a weapon; penetrating men was a means to dominate them. Rape was 
nothing more than power to be exercised ruthlessly on men to show whose boss. 

“Excellent, your girls did the job! The rape of the boy would make him 
believable to the brotherhood. His father will indubitably want his son to see a 
therapist, and that’s where we’ll strike. Susan Mac Campbell will pose as his 
therapist; whilst he is there for treatment, she will hypnotise the boy into telling 
us where to find the Masculinist ringleaders.” 
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“Bless me, mother, for I have sinned!” 

“What is it, my child?” condescendingly asked the priestess. 

“T blame myself for last night’s rape!” said the boy with a blushed expression 
of guilt. Like his womb, he was raw with emotions and saw that he had done 
nothing wrong. 

“Did you wear provocative clothes?” 

“A short skirt.” 

“The church tells men to wear respectable clothing. Didn’t the blessed virgin 
Joseph, father to our saviour Jean, teach forgiveness and to turn the other cheek? 
There is nothing the holy church can do for you except to say Three Hail 
Joseph’s.” 


The boy replied with a simple yet profound question, “Why is God female?” 

He saw the priestess didn’t have an answer to his profound question. Arthur 
saw the priest and her boss, Papess Clara IV, in a different light. 

All these years, he had been brainwashed by the church, for their interest 
was money, pure and simple. Also, Arthur would later discover that the holy 
church was a corrupt institution that preached to men their responsibility to be 
good househusbands and fathers to their children. Men were denied contraception 
and abortions. Many unmarried men died from infections carried out in backyard 
abortion clinics. The doctors who carried out these abortions were poorly trained, 
so more than half the operations performed resulted in deaths. Arthur didn’t want 
the child, but if he had an abortion, he could die, and if he had the child, he would 
be stigmatised as a slut. What could he do? 

Another boy caught his eye as Arthur walked along the cold, dreary streets. 
He waved, and the other youth sprinted towards Arthur. Arthur’s face betrayed 
his genuine emotion. He wanted to cry but didn’t want to give women that 
pleasure. Arthur and the other boy hugged each other. Tears swelled in his eyes, 
and he had to tell his friend. Then they both walked to a nearby toilet, and then 
Arthur cried profusely, and then he said: 

“Marcus, I don’t know how to tell you?” his face blushed again like his 
wounded vagina. He continued, “I’ve been raped! The woman’s seed grows 
within me. I don’t want it. I want to forget that it ever happened.” 

Marcus hugged him again, kissed him, and said, “When will women stop 
their war against us? I suggest you think about keeping it or aborting it. In some 
counties in the south, men can have access to abortion clinics that are run by men 
for men. However, Newland County needs a revolution to shake up the 
matriarchal establishment. There’s a men’s meeting at the barnyard on Thursday 
the 12 at 9.00 pm. There will be a guest speaker, Mr. Geoff Greer. His books are 
banned, and our meeting must be kept a secret, as the police will arrest him.” 
Marcus kissed him again, and they both walked out of the toilet. 
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Angela was in a gloating mood; she knew Greer was in the county, yet she 
didn’t know where; it would be a matter of time before her skilled manipulation 
of Arthur would pay results. With each passing day, her therapist gently teased 
Arthur’s subconscious. She made him relive his violation in vivid detail, but 
Arthur was stubborn. He wouldn’t tell her where Greer was. 


OK 28 2K ok 
Finally, Ms Hitler told the therapist to use torture, both physical and 


emotional. The therapist placed electrodes all over his body and began by saying: 
“Where is Greer? Where do they meet?” However, Arthur resisted, and the 


therapist continued to increase the power to the electrodes, yet he didn’t yield. 
She saw his stubbornness. Months passed. Despite that, Arthur wouldn’t divulge 
the meetings held at the barnyard. Then, the therapist ordered a woman to violate 
the three-month pregnant, Arthur. This finally broke him, and he said what they 
wanted to hear. He said the “Masculinists” sometimes met at the barnyard but 
randomly changed venues an hour before the planned meeting. He noted that 
Greer was constantly moved from house to house and, that Greer had forged 
passports, and that he didn’t know what Greer looked like because he spoke from 
behind a screen. After telling them what he knew, they took him to an enormous 
field fifty miles away. One of Angela’s stormtroopers put a gun to the back of his 
head and shot him. Arthur was dead; however, he preferred death as he would 
discover whether God was a man or a woman. 

Angela ordered a curfew for all men. She knew that these men would lead 
her to Greer and that she would be elected to Parliament. She lied to justify her 
means; she wanted complete control over Newland County, and with the Trading 
Guild’s support, she might annex neighbouring counties and build a glorious 
female empire that would last for thousands of years. Angela had become crazed 
by the power. She didn’t want anyone to stand in her way. When she learnt that 
one of her stormtroopers was fucking a man and that he had tipped off the 
“Masculinist”, Angela had both of them shot. Power was everything to her; she 
didn’t find pleasure in beautiful objects; she would tear the limbs of a butterfly 
just to see if it would scream in pain. The world was unjust, and it had now 
become doubly so. War was a matter of time. 
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Ms Angela Hitler had organised a large, sumptuous ball; only 
businesswomen, government officials and their docile husbands attended it. 
Stormtroopers were placed at each gate that encompassed the Imperial Palace; 
unknown to Ms Hitler, “Masculinist” were planning her assassination. Jobs 
deemed for men, like cooking and cleaning, had a growing number of 
“Masculinist” supporters. They would poison the food served at the ball. Ms 
Angela Hitler wasn’t that easy to kill. She had a male taste tester, and that night, 
she didn’t have any testers because she had gone through a dozen that week. She 
had a surprise. Instead, she brought out a small boy who hadn’t eaten for a few 
days and gave him a spoon to taste her food. The child sat on her lap, and she 
patted him and pretended to love him. When the child was about to eat the 
chicken, his father snatched the boy from Angela. She said, “If he doesn’t like the 
chicken, then perhaps, he will enjoy my women fucking him.” 

“Please, I’m begging you, take me instead!” 

“T have another surprise. We’Il burn these two on a bonfire fuelled by all the 
banned books in Newland.” 


Two stormtroopers dragged the father and son away; whilst the party ate, 
they watched from a large oval window, them being tied to a stake. Then, the 
bonfire was lit, and they were delighted at the spectacle. As they died from 
asphyxiation, the father heroically said, “It’Il be all over soon. Long live Greer 
and the “Masculinist”. Death to Angela!” 

“Well, it was a mercy killing!” she said, and the other women in the ballroom 
laughed incessantly. They wanted to please her; if they didn’t, they could also be 
burnt alive.” 
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Ms Hitler commissioned a report, The Solution, detailing the cost of 
exterminating all men on the planet. It was sheer genius. 

Total cost/ year: $22,729, 106,250,000 

Total men killed/ year: 475,000,000 

Cost of killing/man: $47 850.75 

The ratio of women casualties to men erased: 1:703 

Within six years, all men would be systematically erased from existence. 

“Where are we going to find 22 trillion a year?” she thought as her eyes 
greedily studied the report. Suddenly, she realised how to achieve this. She would 
build state-owned and run brothels, and the older men would be used in blood 
sports. Angela also reasoned that each county annexed; its men would go to 
brothels or blood sports. Works of art made by men would be sold; she asserted 
that their oeuvres would be worth a thousand-fold with no male artists left. 
Billionaire tycoons, like Brenda Gates of I.B.C. (International Business 
Computers), would gladly buy old masters, for a few hundred million apiece. The 
tycoon was worth $12.7 trillion and would pay any price for the Mona Liam. 
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Ms Hitler was annoyed at the war’s progress; it wasn’t killing as many men 
as she had hoped. It would take perhaps another three years of the estimated six. 
Her army marched across many counties, and the local women joined her growing 
army. However, to the north, the winter was about to set in. She didn’t want a 
protracted conflict in the north. The brothels made $15 trillion, and girls born to 
prostitute fathers were taken away for military training. Secretly, women 
scientists had developed a biological weapon that would kill men, not women. 
Ms Hitler was thoroughly delighted when she heard the news. She said, “I will 
use it only if the war doesn’t go according to plan.” Three-quarters of the planet 
was under Ms Hitler’s control. The men were beaten back to a small, wild 
mountain area. 

The war had been going on for seven years, and about 1.4 billion men had 
been killed. Many of Marcus’ male friends were dead. At this time, he was in his 


twenties and secretly delivered letters to other members of the “Men’s Liberation 
Army.” The men couldn’t endure what had become to Newland; they were 
secretly trained in counter-espionage and fighting. Never in Newland’s history 
had men suffered so severely; the time had come for all mankind to revolt. 
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What Angela had hoped for would be found in the mountains outside a large 
city. In these mountainous terrains were the secret labs where the bio-weapons 
that she didn’t want “Men’s Liberation Army” gaining. A look of derision was 
plastered on her face. The target rate of men’s extermination had dropped 
significantly. The total number was 1.9 billion. There were only now another 
billion to exterminate. Most of these men, 75%, were in the state-run brothels, 
and the other 23% were fighting in the arenas. There was only a fighting force in 
the “Men’s Liberation Army” of 1 to 2 %. A mere million fighting men. Genetic 
experiments into reproduction conducted by women scientists had stumbled 
across a method for reproducing women with no male egg and uterus. Ms Hitler’s 
plans were coming to completion. The remaining male fighters would be crushed 
to the north of the county in a matter of days. Hopefully, the war would end with 
the women as the victors. The men had an army of about three thousand; they 
made longbows, arrows, slings, and the like. Tragically, they used old technology 
against a modern army of aeroplanes, bombs, tanks, and machine guns. 
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On December 22", three days before Jean’s birthday, and in the middle of 
winter, the “Masculinist” army lay concealed in the surrounding hills. When the 
government army crossed a bridge faced on both sides by verdant hills, the male 
military would charge down at them. 

Male intelligence showed that the government army would arrive at the 
bridge at dawn. The male military mainly wanted to stop them from crossing the 
bridge to prevent them from extinguishing the civil disobedience raging in the 
north. The female government would win the war if the men lost this battle. 

Marcus was ready to die for his beliefs. He wanted to avenge the murder of 
Arthur. As the sun climbed upwards, its light glistened upon the trees. Ironically, 
his life had changed here in this valley with its one infamous tree. He wouldn’t 
allow any woman to crush him and his gender. He heard a distant rumble of tanks 
and jeeps. The sound grew louder, like an approaching storm; this event would 
be written in history, but whose? It 1s the conqueror who writes the history books 
and not the other way around. In his pocket was a colour photo of his father and 
of Arthur. He loved them both. Marcus wanted to avenge all the wrongs they had 
done to his gender. 


The men knew it was a suicide mission. When the tanks crossed the bridge, 
they charged down the hills, firing arrows and stones at the metal beasts. The 
tanks emptied their magazine at the approaching men. Their heads exploded apart 
like ripe tomatoes. Only three other men and Marcus were left out of the “Men’s 
Liberation Army” of millions. They were taken, ironically, to where it all started, 
to that notorious tree next to the rapacious river. We were nailed to its branches, 
where we saw Ms Angela Hitler laughing at the dying men. She said, “Women 
always win! Remember that!” He slowly died. When the last men approached 
heaven’s gate, they were let in, where Marcus saw all the men he loved. And then 
he saw the face of God; it wasn’t a woman’s face but that of a boy like himself. 


The End 
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